PRAISE

WHY should I hold rny praise
To wait for better days?
The best of times is now;
And this is good enough:
For Youth is at its best.
Youngest and loveliest.
Full of the sapling stuff;
And so are you.

We shall not in the flesh
Ever again be as fresh.
With courage quite so stout.
Never shall I surprise,
Never with more delight,
The little mist of light
As if your soul shone out
Before your eyes.

Roses and snow betoken

Your words before they're spoken;

Nothing can be more small,

Nothing more fair unless

The smile that makes them glisten

O bear with me and listen!

The fact remains for all

Your humbleness!